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L They have promised, however, to apply for icreased powers, and hope to get them . . . 3me day, I suppose.
Yesterday we had a young naturalist to lunch; e wanted to shoot some ' pigeons' in the bush, iut was unsuccessful, and only got a small green >ird, which we were sorry he had shot.    There re plenty of so-called pigeons about us, that fill he woods with very homelike cooings, though am not sure what their real species is; they ire very pretty birds, with beautiful plumage. \nd  there  is  another  that  reminds  me of a ;hrush, though it is much smaller and differently :oloured; the song is much less articulate, so to say, but nevertheless reminds me strangely and pleasantly of home.    They are not very timid if we walk through the bush, but they seldom come much out into the open, about the house.    Just now  Louis,   surrounded   by  a  little  group  of assistants, is busy weeding the 'lawn/ and taking stones out of it.    We have already a beautiful green patch before the door about the size of the plot at Colinton Manse.    Did I tell you that grass seeds cannot be sown here where they are to stay, but in a seed-bed, and are then taken up and planted out like little lettuces, or anything similar?    It is very interesting to watch each little plant throw out long shoots like a creeper, till they meet each other, and finally make a continuous patch of green.     It gives me a sense of active, intelligent plant-life that I never felt